"Whence comes your answering so rough and rude?"
"Whence?" asked she, when that she was thus con-
strained,
"From conscience and from simple faith unfeigned."

Almachius said: "And do you take no heed

Of power I wield?" And she replied like this:

"Your might/' said she, "is scarce a thing to dread;

For power of every mortal man but is

Like to a bladder full of wind, ywis.

For with a needle's point, when it is blown,

Prick it, and all the pride of it comes down/'

"Erroneously have you begun/' said he,
"And deep in error do you still remain;
Know you not how our mighty princes free
Have ordered us such error to restrain,
That every Christian man shall suffer pain,
Unless his Christianity he deny?
He shall be free if hell do that, say I."

"Your princes err, and your nobility/'

Cecilia said, "and with a mad sentence

Condemn our guilt all guiltless though we be;

And you, who know full well our innocence,

Merely because we do our reverence

To Christ and bear ourselves the Christian name,

You thus impute to us a crime and blame.

"But we, who know far better than can you

Its virtue, will not once the name gainsay."

Almachius said: "Choose one of these things two:

Deny that faith, or sacrifice today,

That you may now escape from death that way/*

Whereat the holy, blessed, lovely maid

Began to laugh, and to the judge she said:

"O judge, convicted by your own folly,
Will you that I deny my innocence
And make myself a criminal?" asked she.
"Lo, he dissimulates in audience,
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